WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES
a double step upwards almost without precedent, as the normal course
was to become first a Minister and' then Ambassador. He did not
succeed, however, in returning as Ambassador in Paris, though his
successor as Head of the Chancery, Eric Phipps, who, like Grahame,
had succeeded in being posted there for most of his career, achieved
this coveted distinction.
All the work in those days was still being done by the regular diplo-
matic staff; there were no typists or clerical assistants and there were
some five junior Secretaries, Percy Loraine, Pat Ramsay, Monson, and
Joseph Addison being among them. There were also three honorary
attaches: Lord Berwick and Athelstan Johnson, who had been in
Paris for years, and for a short while Lord Wilton, a young man of
under twenty-one who had been invalided out of the Navy. Joseph
Addison was one of the best brains in the whole of the Diplomatic
Service, yet his job of work during that first year in Paris was keeping
the register—that is, entering the documents which passed through
the Embassy, on one side "in" and on the other "out." When he was
appointed to succeed Sir Henry Austin Lee as Commercial Secretary,
a position which gave full scope for his remarkable brains, I succeeded
him for another year at this monotonous and purely mechanical job.
Eventually a regular clerk, Cuthbertson, was entrusted with this
aspect of the Embassy's activities and certainly did it better than either
of us. Still, whatever we had to do, they were full-time jobs, with
someone on duty every night till the small hours of the morning.
Most of us used to drop in whenever possible in the course of the night,
up to midnight, to see if the Secretary on duty needed any assistance.
It was lucky for me that I did so on one occasion after I had been
just a year in Paris. A telegram had come in for the Ambassador,
marked "Personal, decipher yourself." As the Ambassador was out,
the Secretary on duty had deciphered it in case it was of such urgency
as to necessitate the summoning of Lord Bertie from the house where
he was dining. The Secretary showed me its text. Roughly it ran
as follows: "Your private letter of such-and-such a date. You may
instruct Henderson to proceed forthwith to Athens"! I thus had a
night to reflect on the course of action to take. One thing, however,
was quite certain: I was determined, at whatever cost, not to go to
Athens. To start with, the reference in the' telegram to a letter of
Lord Bertie's made me suspect, not without cause, that I was being
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